Fe le-leit- 16 Pytt-taH eLelele) r= | 





ge 2 @ 
LI aah wo: Shimesab 


Pharacter brestan efeleley F=| 


——_ 


f | ; 


<a 


= | 








GOTO AIRI 
Yoshida’s superior 
and the object of 
his unrequited 
affection for the 
past five years. 


Chapter 1: Falling in Love 



























Chapter 2: A Luxury Car 
Chapter 3: Transfer 
Chapter 4: Frizzy Hair 
Chapter 5: Chinese Noodles 
Chapter 6: Lover 
Chapter #: Hotel 
Chapter 8: Chance Meeting 
Chapter 9: Contact Info 
Chapter 10: Summer Festival 


Chapter 11: Forgotten Possession 


UdlUuaod 


Chapter 12: Goal 
Chapter 13: Tracking 
Chapter 1H: Hot Milk 

Chapter 15: Street light 


Chapter 16: A Visit 


The above Table of Contents is for the entirety of Volume 3. 
Only Chapters 7, and 8 are included here in Part 3. 


Higehiro: After Being Rejected, I 
Shaved and Took in a High School 
Runaway Vol.3 Part 3 


Original Work : Shimesaba 

Character Design : booota 
Translation : MediBang Inc. 

English Edition Design : SHINDOSHA 


First digital edition issued June 1, 2022 
ver.001 


©Shimesaba, booota 2019 


This book is a work of fiction. 

Names, characters, places, and incidents are the product 
of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously. Any 
resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons, living 
or dead, is coincidental. 


First published in Japan in 2019 by KADOKAWA 
CORPORATION, Tokyo under the title "HIGE WO SORU. 
SOSHITE JOSHIKOUSEI WO HIROU. Vol.3" 

English translation ©2022 by KADOKAWA 
CORPORATION. 


The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book 
without permission is a theft of the author's intellectual 
property. If you would like permission to use material 
from the book (other than for review purposes), please 
contact the publisher. 

When re-downloaded, this work's thumbnail image may 
be changed without warning. 

Some differences may be visible dependent on the 
reading system. 


KADOKAWA CORPORATION 


The publisher is not responsible for websites(or their 
content) that are not owned by the publisher. 
2-13-3 Fujimi, Chiyoda-ku, Tokyo 102-8177, Japan 


contents 


Chapter 7: Hotel 
Chapter 8: Chance Meeting 


Chapter 7: Hotel 


Five minutes before the scheduled time. 

Today was another trouble-free day. I'd already finished 
up my work and was leaving on the dot. 

Hashimoto beside me had completed clock-out prep, 
and he looked as if he'd jump out of his seat with his vigor 
the moment the clock struck the hour. 

"It's pretty great finishing on time every day this week." 

Perhaps he only said so knowing that I was looking at 
him. 

“True. There's nothing better than leaving work on 
time." 

"I wish Yoshida from last year could've heard that." 

"Shut up..." 

Until Sayu had come along, I didn't have any particular 
reason to hurry home. I would stay and take the initiative 
to help others finish whatever work they had left that was 
keeping them from leaving on time. 

"Sayu must really be something precious. No matter 
what I said, I couldn't drag ol’ busybody Yoshida from 


work." 


"I said shut up. I know you're just trying to annoy me 
now." 

“Who's Sayu?" 

A sudden voice called out, and both Hashimoto and I 
jolted and turned to look behind us. 

Standing there was Kanda-sempai. She had given the 
two of us a good jump scare, and after taking the sight of 
us in with a puzzled expression, she snickered. 

"A little too jumpy, aren't ya?" 

"No, you just creeped up on us..." 

“Yeah, seriously!" 

We both nodded our heads, earning another snicker 
from her. 

"What brings you over?" 

Kanda-sempai was on another project, so her seat was 
quite far from ours. She wouldn't come all the way over 
here unless she had something particular in mind. 

She gave a couple of nods to my question, then raised 
an index finger. 

"You're finishing on time today, Yoshida?" 

"Yep... Right now, in fact." 

I pointed to my computer shutting down to affirm the 
statement, and she looked from me to my desk. 


“Pretty messy desk." 


"Pfft!" 

Hashimoto's sputtered laughter earned a prod from my 
foot before I turned once more to Kanda-sempai. 

“Hey, you didn't come to talk about my desk, did you?" 

"Yeah, sorry, sorry. Just caught my eye." 

As Sempai continued to glance at my desk, the corners 
of her mouth turned upward. It couldn't be that dirty, could 
it? 

"No, if you're off now, I'm almost done too, and I was 
thinking we could go eat." 

"Uh... Go eat?" 

The spontaneous invite halted all thoughts in my head 
for a moment. Then, before further consideration, I turned 
to Hashimoto. 

“How about you?" 

"Uh..." 

His mouth hung open in surprise, and he shook his 
head. 

"Nah, my wife cooks for me. Wait, did that invitation 
include me?" 

Hashimoto cast a glance and a half-smile Kanda- 
sempai's way, and she returned an ambiguous grin. 

"I wouldn't turn you down if you came, I guess?" 


“Haha, I'll pass this time." 


Hashimoto's shoulders bobbed in amusement, and he 
glanced conspicuously at his watch. 

"Time's up. I'm out!" 

He announced his departure loudly, gave a small wave 
to me, and left the office. 

"See ya..." 

I watched him take off, then fell back into my seat 
exhaustedly. 

"So, how about it?" 

Kanda-sempai turned back to me with a crooked neck. 

"Hmmm..." 

Though it wasn't itchy, I reached my hand back to 
scratch behind my neck. 

Invited to eat with an ex—how could that possibly turn 
out? From that immediate concern, my mind then quickly 
wandered to Sayu. She must have started preparing dinner 
at this time. I couldn't help but feel a small ounce of guilt 
towards her. 

"It's been so long, don't you wanna catch up?" 

Ignoring my silent pondering, Kanda-sempai pressed 
the point further. 

"If you're busy, we can do it another day." 

“Nah, I'm not really busy, but..." 


"You don't wanna eat with me?" 


"It's not like that, no..." 

I mumbled through an answer to stall her, then let out 
an uncontrollable sigh. 

"Alright... I've got nothing going on today, let's go. I do 
wanna Catch up." 

"Yeah? Alright, let's go. I'll grab my bag." 

Kanda-sempai smirked and headed back to her seat. 

I blew a small breath, then took out my smartphone. I 
sent a message to Sayu saying I'd be eating out so I 
wouldn't need dinner, and made sure to add an apology. 

"T'm off." 

I called out to the employees still working, then made 
for the office exit. I made brief eye contact with Mishima on 
my way out, but she immediately looked away. It was rare 
for her to stay after the shift's over. 

I waited in the hallway for less than a minute before 
Kanda-sempai exited the office. 

"Alright, let's go. Anywhere's fine?" 

"Sure... Oh, well, since we're making it a thing, maybe 
someplace not full of noisy students." 

"Any pub that's not happy hour shouldn't be so loud 
then, right?" 

Kanda-sempai giggled and took off ahead. Just like 


before, she still never matched pace with her partner. 


I absently gazed at her face in profile, before the 
elevator's arrival bell chimed. 
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"Yeah, yeah. The star batter from the baseball club, 
Murouchi. He's got three kids now. Three! He's my age, 
that's pretty wild. He got married at twenty-three." 

“Married at twenty-three and three kids at twenty- 
seven, huh...?" 

“His wife must be incredibly strong. I couldn't possibly 
pop out even one. And in such a short period, too." 

We'd gotten on the subject of our high school 
classmates, and maybe it was the alcohol, but she kept on 
talking about them. The topic always came back to 
marriages and kids, and so I found it hard to tag in at 
times. I'd take another swig of beer to cover up whenever I 
had difficulty answering, and so the drink steadily 
dwindled. 

"Oh, another beer, please." 

"And a Yamazaki on the rocks for me." 

As the serving staff passed by, I handed them my glass 
with my order. I watched them leave out of the corner of 
my eye, then began to speak. 

“Your drink, it's a bit of a...strong choice, no?" 


“Huh, really? I just like whisky." 


Kanda-sempai gave a carefree laugh and snatched a 
bite of miso-flavored grilled chicken heart with her 
chopsticks. While she chewed on the meat, her eyes 
wandered around, like the tiniest animal in the wild. Even 
that habit of hers was the same as before. 

The Kanda-sempai sitting before me was such a perfect 
match for my memory of her, it truly didn't feel as if she 
were real. 

My focus stayed fixed on her with that thought, until 
she looked up and our eyes met. 

"Yeah?" 

She cocked her head to the side. Something seemed 
alluring about that pose, and I instantly averted my eyes. 

"Uh... So why'd you invite me out today?" 

Kanda-sempai gave a snort of laughter to my question 
and shook her head. 

“No reason in particular. It was just so funny to reunite 
with my ex at my new job of all places, so I felt like we 
should talk. You don't feel the same, Yoshida?" 

",..sure, I feel that." 

I nodded, earning a snicker from sempai, who then 
cocked her head once more with a teasing expression on 
her face. 


"So...did you hook up with anyone else after?" 


“Whuh?" 

The question came out of nowhere, and it left me with 
my jaw dropped. Kanda-sempai grinned and threw another 
question my way. 

"After we stopped seeing each other, I mean, did you 
get with anyone else?" 

“What kinda question is that?" 

"It's no big deal, I'm just curious." 

Kanda-sempai sat in excited anticipation of my answer. 
Just what was she intending, poking around my life after 
she left our relationship to the side? I looked into her eyes, 
searching for some glimmer of her intent, but she simply 
sat silently and waited for my reply, giving me no sign 
whatsoever. 

"Sorry to keep you waiting. Your beer and Yamazaki on 
the rocks." 

"Oh, thanks." 

The serving staff came by and put our drinks on the 
table. I took a slight pause after passing Kanda-sempai her 
whisky, then began to speak. 

"I did. Actually, Iam now." 

"Ohhh... Someone at work?" 

"Well..." 


"It is! Ooooh, who?" 


Kanda-sempai persisted with questions cutting straight 
to the matter. Try as I might to slip out of this dogged line 
of interrogation, I knew I'd inevitably be cornered into 
revealing the truth, so I took a small breath and a drink of 
the fresh beer. 

I then gave the straightforward answer. 

"It's Ms. Goto." 

",..O0h, Ms. Goto." 

Responding with a smile clearly full of unspoken 
meaning, Kanda-sempai took a sip of whisky. 

"Uh, what's that smirk about?" 

“What? Nothing at all. She's beautiful, that Ms. Goto." 

A corner of her mouth was up-turned in a smile as she 
poked the chicken heart with her chopsticks. 

"Oh yeah, you like that type, don't you Yoshida?" 

"'That type'?" 

The question was met with another puff of laughter 
from her nose, and she took a bite of chicken heart. A 
pleased groan followed as she chewed. After gulping down 
the mouthful, she shrugged her shoulders. 

"I dunno, someone who just seems like she struggles 
with being timid. She's beautiful, but she's always on her 
guard." 


"She's...timid?" 


"Well, not that a man would notice." 

Her reply was followed with a snicker. 

"I see, I see. Ms. Goto, huh...?" 

Kanda-sempai earnestly stated the fact to herself again, 
then suddenly cast her gaze upward to look straight at me. 

"So you're dating?" 

"Uh, no... Not yet, but..." 

"Not dating yet, huh...?" 

She affected a meaningful expression as she repeated 
my statement, then turned her glass upright, despite there 
still being over a centimeter of liquid left, and gulped down 
the remainder of the contents. 

"...Phew!" 

“You know how to hold a drink..." 

"I love how much it hurts going down...kaff" 

“You're choking on it, aren't you?" 

Kanda-sempai held a finger to her throat, and though 
her face puckered, she still broke out in a pleased smile. No 
sooner did she take her glass of cold water in hand than 
she gulped it down, then took a deep breath. 

“Haaah... Alright, Yoshida." 

"Yes?" 

She lifted her face and looked straight at me again. I 


could feel myself being drawn in by the stare of those 


almond-shaped eyes. 


“Wanna get a hotel?" 


I was stunned speechless, momentarily unsure what to 
say. The very next moment, I let out a breath, and a single 
word accompanied it. 

"Huh?" 

“Hm? You, me, hotel, let's go." 

"Uh, wait, why?" 

"Why'?" 

Kanda-sempai's eyes opened wide at the question, 
clearly wondering why I'd even need to ask. 

“Because it's been so long since we got nasty?" 

“"No-no-no!" 

I waved my hand frantically side to side before me. She 
looked at me with a relaxed, hazy manner about her. She 
was obviously drunk. 

“You must be wasted, you gave me a heart attack 
asking that out of nowhere!" 

“Nah, I mean I'm pretty drunk, sure, but..." 

Kanda-sempai gave an unabashed smile and propped 
her elbow on the table, her palm upright in which she 


rested her chin. 


"Even if I weren't, I'd still invite you, Yoshida." 

“No-no-no..." 

"But you're not dating anyone, right? What's wrong?" 

"No, I can't just do it with a woman I'm not in a 
relationship with!" 

"So go out with me?" 

I felt the blood shoot straight up to my head at her 
spontaneous proposal. 

"Please, knock it off." 

Chin still in her palm, she crooked her neck slightly at 
my words. 

“Please don't ask me out like it's nothing at all. You 
don't really have those feelings for me, do you?" 

“We can go out, then develop feelings for each other." 

"N-no... What'll we do if you don't fall in love? If we get 
physical in the heat of the moment, and then we break up 
later, you'll only feel regret. You should take care of 
yourself better than that." 

"Ahaha, there it is! That Yoshida logic." 

A goofy grin came to Kanda-sempai's face at my 
explanation. After a moment of her shoulders bobbing in 
amused laughter, she suddenly fixed me with a cold stare. 

“That part of you hasn't changed, either." 

",..What, what are you talking about?" 


"Right now, I'm only saying I want to have sex with you, 
Yoshida." 

She ran an index finger over the empty glass in her 
hand while she spoke. 

"If you really are thinking about what's best for me, 
then you should stop resisting and just do me like I want." 

"No, that's..." 

"I'm not asking you to think about my future or 
anything." 

A smirk followed her rebuttal. 

“You don't have to take any responsibility. Let's just do 
it." 

taalINon” 

Kanda-sempai's voice rang in my head, tempting me. 

"Even if you don't love me, I've still got a nice body, 
right? You remember it, don't you?" 

I did remember—all the way down to her seductive 
voice and her unbelievably soft skin. 

"That's not the—" 

",..Wuss." 

With that single word of provocation, a ringing like a 
blood vessel bursting filled a corner of my head. 

"You better not blame me after." 


"T won't." 


Kanda-sempai was still giving me the same challenging 
look. 

In my heart, the image of her—the past her—still hung 
naked and beautiful. It must be due to the alcohol. Still, I 
was turned on. 

I found myself thinking that if she said it's alright, then 
there shouldn't be anything wrong with doing this. 

"Okay, then..." 

‘Should we go, then?’ were the words that came to 
mind. 

And as I was about to say them, the image of Sayu's 
face came to my mind unbidden. 

I set aside Sayu and the dinner she definitely made for 
me to come here. Oftentimes when I couldn't eat whatever 
she made, I would have it for breakfast the next day, but I 
won't be able to if I stayed elsewhere tonight. 

Of course, preparing meals was Sayu's one and only 
condition for staying in my home, so the meals were as 
much for her as they were for me. Still, I felt she really 
cared about making proper meals for me, beyond what the 
duty asked of her. I very much doubted I was wrong in that 
assessment. 

It would be absolutely terrible of me to do something 


that would put that generous cooking to waste. 


My heated impulses slowly, steadily began to cool. 

"No... On second thought, I really shouldn't." 

A frank expression of disappointment clouded Kanda- 
sempai's face at my change of heart. 

",..[ knew you were a wuss." 

"No, I don't want to stay out tonight. And I'm not into a 
one- or two-hour hook-up." 

I explained myself in a way that covered up my true 
intent with my honest feelings. 

I realized then how good I'd gotten at hiding things I 
didn't wish to divulge without resorting to lying. It was 
certainly not a bad thing in this case. 

Kanda-sempai gave a small sigh at my explanation, 
then nodded. 

"Well, it would be way too quick if you couldn't stay the 
night." 

"Exactly. And besides..." 

I took a long, slow breath and spoke my feelings. 

"I really can't have sex with someone I'm not even 
dating. And if I'm going to go out with someone, I'd like her 
to be someone I can imagine marrying someday." 

She stared with a hard-to-read expression while I 


spoke. 


“That's why I can't do it with you, Kanda-sempai. If you 
really need it so bad, please find someone else." 

I finished speaking, and Kanda-sempai simply stared at 
me with mouth agape for a few seconds before her 
expression broke. 

"Ahaha, you really haven't changed at all!" 

She snickered, then her tone lowered and_ she 
whispered. 

"Right, that's you, Yoshida... You've always been like 
this." 

Seeing the profile of Kanda-sempai's face as she quickly 
turned to look off to the side, with her expression seeming 
like she was viewing something in the far off distance, a 
memory came to mind. I couldn't seem to recall when 
exactly I saw what came to mind, however. 

"I got a little caught up in you again, I guess." 

"Huh?" 

“Never mind. C'mon, let's head out." 

Sempai's expression immediately turned to smiling. She 
snagged the bill with that smile still on her face. 

"T'll pay for today. I asked you out, after all." 

"No, that's not necessary." 

"Not at all. I just wanted to treat you, so let me." 

"But..." 


Kanda-sempai treating me on our first time together in 
so long had certainly left a bad taste in my mouth. 

My resistance to accept her generosity brought a bitter 
smile to her face. 

"Some things might be different about you, Yoshida, but 
you really haven't changed at all, deep down." 

“Wh-what're you talking about?" 

"Hmmm..." 

Kanda-sempai shifted her eyes up to the pub ceiling 
and scratched her nose. 

"The way you pretend to be so considerate toward 
others when in fact what you prioritize most are your own 
principals." 

What she at first hesitated to say, she now spoke 
plainly. 

"I mean, not that I'm saying that's a bad thing!" 

She immediately began waving her hands furiously as if 
to take it back. 

"I think it's amazing how you've stuck to your 
principles. But still..." 

With a quick inhale, then exhale through her nose, 
Kanda-sempai swiftly turned her eyes away from me. 

"In the end, it's just you acting based on your own 


ideas, and yet you convince yourself that it's for someone 


else's sake. I think it's a really bad habit of yours, Yoshida." 

Though I wanted to say something back to Kanda- 
sempai's observation, no words came out. 

I don't necessarily act for the sake of someone else. 
That's what I wanted to tell her, but as I thought over the 
statement, the words got caught in me. I didn't really want 
to have a physical relationship with her. That much I could 
definitively say. But the bit I told her before, about her 
taking care of herself better than that... 

Had I subconsciously chosen those words to persuade 
both someone else and myself that they came from 
consideration of others? 

The moment I realized that, I immediately became 
aware of the depths of hypocrisy I'd allowed myself to fall 
into. 

"Yoshida." 

A voice called out to me, stirring me from my 
ruminations. 

Seated across from me, Kanda-sempai was peering my 
way. 

With a soft smile, she crooked her neck slightly and 
spoke. 

"I'm not blaming you." 


Then, with bill in hand, she stood up from her seat. 


"So let me just pay for you." 

",... understand. Thanks for the meal." 

"Hee-hee, my pleasure." 

After a moment of watching her walk ahead, the tick- 
tack of her short heels resonating as she hustled to the 
front counter, I sighed and quickly followed after. 
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"Oh, that's right." 

We left the pub and talked idly as we made our way to 
the nearest station from the office, and as we passed 
through the ticket gates, Kanda-sempai's voice suddenly 
raised as if she'd remembered something. 

"What is it?" 

"Well, I don't really know anyone at this branch, and | 
don't have anyone to contact if something comes up. So I 
was hoping you'd give me your contact info, if that's 
alright." 

"Of course, sure, not a problem." 

"Really? Thanks." 

I nodded my head, and she gave an innocent smile and 
took out her smartphone. She then opened the same 
messaging app that I used. 

“Do you use this app, Yoshida?" 


"Yeah, sometimes." 


"Oh, you do? Didn't expect that..." 

Her reaction sounded a bit rude considering she had 
asked the question, but I disregarded it and opened my app 
as well. When I exchanged contacts with Asami, I'd already 
had the experience of scanning someone else's QR code for 
their info once before, and so I quickly opened the scanning 
mode, earning an even wider-eyed stare from Kanda- 
sempai. 

"I imagined you'd be lost in this app. People are so 
adaptable." 

"Nah, I'm only just getting the hang of this thing lately." 

“Huuuh... Any reason why?" 

"Not really. Just by habit." 

"Habit, huh...? Pfft! What's up with 'Yoshida-man'?" 

"It's just some random name I chose. Yours is pretty 
normal..." 

Our contact exchange finished before I even realized, 
and the name "Ao" was added to my friends list. 

However, the icon attached to that name wasn't a 
picture of her, but a photo of a man in a dress shirt from 
the back. I had the strangest sense of deja vu seeing that 
picture, and tapped the icon to enlarge it. What I saw had 
me puzzled. 

"Uh..." 


A murmur carelessly escaped my lips, and Kanda- 
sempai standing beside me cocked her head in curiosity. 

"Hm, what's up?" 

"Uh...nothing." 

I frantically closed the messaging app and shoved my 
smartphone in my pocket. 

"Well, if I'm not sleeping, I should be able to reply 


anytime, so don't be afraid to contact me if anything comes 
up." 

"Gotcha. Thanks." 

She grinned and turned toward the stairs to the 
platform for her homebound train, positioned opposite my 
own platform. 

“Guess we're heading separate ways." 

"Yep." 

"Alright, let's call it a day then. Thanks for coming out." 

"Sure, see ya at the office." 

We exchanged farewells, and I headed for the stairs to 
my platform. Though it should only have been a couple 
hours out eating with Kanda-sempai, it felt strangely longer 
than that, and much more exhausting. I'd undoubtedly pass 
out the moment I got home. 

With that thought in mind, I set foot on the stairs to the 


platform, when... 


"Yoshida." 

“Whoa, jeez!" 

Her heels didn't sound with her approach, and now 
Kanda-sempai stood directly behind me, nearly causing me 
to trip on my step. 

I looked at her feet, then her hands, confirming that 
she was indeed carrying her heels. 

“Whaddya think you're doing?" 

“Heh-heh, did I scare ya?" 

"Well, you snuck up on me without a sound, so of 
course you shocked me." 

"It wouldn't be any fun if you heard me coming from 
the clacking of my heels, would it?" 

She seemed pleased with my startled reaction, and 
nodded to herself with self-satisfaction. 

“That's why I'm saying don't do it." 

I pointed to the heels she now held in hand as I spoke, 
and that teasing smile came to her face once more with the 
shake of her head. 

“You're so dense, Yoshida. That's why I did all this, to 
surprise you." 

“Huuuh..." 

“You should listen more when someone's telling you 


something." 


"I am listening. And now that I've heard you, I'm 
asking, was that really necessary?" 

"Nope." 

She dropped her heels to the ground and began 
slipping them back onto her feet while she spoke. 

“That means you weren't listening. I wanted to surprise 
you. And I couldn't wear my heels, otherwise you'd hear 
me. So I took them off. The only thing I'm telling you is that 
if I hadn't done all of that, then it wouldn't have worked. 
And you should know the reason why... Hrmph!" 

With a groan she finished shoving her feet into her 
shoes, then stuck her tongue out at me. 

“Because you've always got the Yoshida Filter on!" 

"The 'Yoshida Filter'..." 

"Well, in the end you are who you are. You're never 
gonna get that filter completely off and hear what people 
are actually saying." 

Kanda-sempai gave a sharp pat on my shoulder. She 
put all of her force into it, and yet it didn't hurt at all. 

"That filter's just so bulky and fits weird!" 

"What does that even mean?" 

"Just what I said. I think you'd be better off if the filter 
were a little thinner. See ya!" 

"Uh, oh... Thank you for today." 


Having spoken her mind, Kanda-sempai waved a single 
hand and walked off. I watched her this time as she began 
to make her way up the stairs to her platform. She didn't 
appear to be coming back to scare me again. 

“Haaah..." 





I let out a long sigh. 

My Yoshida Filter, huh...? 

I thought back on the words Kanda-sempai told me. 

Perhaps she was trying to tell me that humans, more or 
less, may have their values built upon their lives' 
experiences and thoughts, and that makes us unable to 
hear what's truly being said by other people? 

Of course, as she said, there might be a problem with 
how I listen to people, but the way Kanda-sempai started 
off telling me so only ever sounded like she was joking with 
me. 

I never imagined there would be someone who'd go to 
the trouble of taking off her shoes outside and sneaking up 
on me just to surprise me. 

"Yoshida." 

“Whoa, jeez!" 

"Did I scare ya?" 

"Knock it off already!" 

And I certainly never imagined there would be someone 
who'd do it twice. 

I turned back, nearly tripping over myself on the stairs, 
to see Kanda-sempai, with her shoes off again, bursting 


with laughter. 


Chapter 8: Chance Meeting 


“Haaah..." 

"You've been sighing a lot today, did something 
happen?" 

Asami standing idly beside me suddenly broached 
conversation, and my shoulders jumped in surprise. 

"Huh?" 

"Don't 'huh' me, you've been putting on a big breathy 
show with the sighs today." 

"No, I'm not!" 

"Yes, you are. You didn't notice?" 

She flipped her hair behind her as if it was irritating 
her, then tilted her neck and asked me once more. 

"Did something happen?" 

"No... Nothing in particular, really." 

I thought back on yesterday's events while I answered. 

Mr. Yoshida went out to eat last night. He also came 
home fairly late. 

He didn't say who he was going out with in the 
message he sent before, so I asked after he came home. 
Then, he told me he was with that ex from his high school 


years. 


Once Mr. Yoshida came home, he gave an honest 
apology for not being able to eat dinner, then went straight 
to shower—a rare change to his nightly ritual. Once he got 
out of the shower, he went to bed and lay there seemingly 
lost in thought for dozens of minutes, rolling around a bit 
before simply passing out. 

Mr. Yoshida suddenly eating out, coming home late, and 
acting much different than usual... 

Each of these on their own weren't uncommon, but all 
of them happening on the same night had me overthinking 
the situation. 

Thoughts such as whether or not they truly only had 
dinner together; and if not, what else they were doing. 

I mulled over those thoughts in distress. 

"Well, it's not really my place to butt in on Mr. Yoshida's 
business and what he does." 

I explained the evening to Asami, even up to how 
frustrated it made me feel. Not a single customer came into 
the convenience store during the conversation. The store 
wasn't in a particularly busy part of town, but today was 
especially slow. 

I happened to notice that Asami—as characteristically 


chatty as she was—hadn't even so much as reacted, so I 


glanced her way to find her blankly staring at me with her 
mouth hanging open. 

"Uh, what's up?" 

"Sayu-chaso, that's..." 

Asami's brow furrowed, and she seemed to be 
struggling with something to say. 

At roughly the same time as I cocked my head, the 
office door opened, and from within popped Mr. Yaguichi's 
face. 

"My break's up." 

His listless voice as he announced his return sounded 
as if he had just woken from a nap. 

"Still seems pretty dead today. You should come take 
your break too, Asami." 

"Yup. Alright, I'm taking a break." 

Asami nodded, gave me a small wave, then slipped off 
to the office. 

I remained curious about what she was going to say 
and wondered if I should ask her about it later. 

"I'm surprised I napped so well." 

Mr. Yaguchi beside me stretched with a grunt. 

“You looked pretty tired before your break." 

"I get sleepy when it's humid." 

“Huh? What's that about?" 


"I'm not sure, but it's always been this way. It's cleared 
up though, so I'll be good until I'm off work." 

He placed a hand on his hip and nodded to himself. He 
then turned to look my way again. 

"Is there anything left to do today?" 

“Nope... We're more or less done for the day." 

"Makes sense... You two are serious about all of this 
stuff, so I can't imagine you'd just sit around and chat 
behind the register when there's work to do." 

Mr. Yaguchi gave a wry smile, and his eyes wandered 
toward the outside. He then tapped my shoulder. 

"It's here again." 

"Huh?" 

"Look, the beamer." 

I looked outside the store, and the luxury car from 
before was once again parked in its usual spot. 

"You're right. I think this is the first time I've ever seen 
it while it's actually parking." 

"For sure... Whuh?" 

His voice cracked. The reason why was readily 
apparent. 

Whereas the car was usually just parked, its rear door 
was now opened. 


"Suppose they'll actually come buy something today?" 


I kept my eyes on the rear seat of that car while Mr. 
Yaguchi offered his half-amused quip. Just what kind of 
person would we see come out? 

It was a man, tall and sleek, dressed in a suit, who 
slowly exited the car. He wore a white dress shirt and a 
blue necktie. His black hair had a slightly brown tinge to 
it... 

The moment my eyes locked on to his face, I felt the 
blood in my entire body run cold. 

The car door shut, and the instant the man took a step 
in the store's direction, I ducked and hid behind the 
register faster than I had time to consider the reaction. 

"Uh, what's up?" 

Mr. Yaguchi looked down at me in puzzlement. I simply 
curled up and trembled wordlessly. He looked back and 
forth to the approaching man and myself a number of times 
and tilted his head. 

"Is he...someone you know?" 

I gave an emphatic nod to the question. 

“Someone you don't wanna see?" 

Another emphatic nod. 

At that, Mr. Yaguchi shuffled over to the office door, 
maintaining a natural demeanor as he opened it. He then 


spoke in a low voice. 


“Keep low, sneak in here." 

I looked at his face in surprise, and he whispered, 
"Hurry," not looking at me. I realized that he was not 
looking at me so as not to let the man outside know about 
my presence, and I hurriedly crawled into the office. 

Mr. Yaguchi smirked and shut the door. 

Seated within, Asami stared dumbfounded at my 
entrance. 

"Uh, what's up?" 

"S-something's happening..." 

Having escaped to a safe zone, I was finally able to 
speak once again. However, I was shocked at how hard my 
heart was pounding in my chest. My breathing had become 
a bit shallow as well. 

Why? 

The image of the face of the man exiting the car 
reemerged in my thoughts, and an uncontrollable cold 
Sweat came over me. 

What was my older brother doing here? 

oK 
"Welcome!" 
I gave the perfunctory convenience store greeting to 


the suited man as he entered. 


I found myself hoping he'd simply come into the shop to 
buy something, following his movements out of the corner 
of my eye, but he made his way directly to the register 
behind which I stood. 

"Welcome." 

I offered the man a smile as he stood before me. The 
smile he returned was one equally performative as my own. 

"Sorry to bother you. I'm Ogiwara Issa. Here's my 
card." 

He took out a business card case from his inner breast 
pocket, then handed one of the cards to me. It was at this 
moment that it became clear he wasn't here simply to buy 
some snacks. 

"Uh-huh." 

I gave an ambiguous nod and simply took the business 
card in a single hand. My position was a convenience store 
clerk. I was not in the role of someone who'd know 
business card manners. 

“Ogiwara Foods Corporation, Ogiwara Issa, President 
and CEO." 

The information was printed in a simple format. 

I kept a neutral expression, but he had me a little 
shaken. Ogiwara Foods was a name that was so well known 
that it shouldn't take more than a little thought for 


someone to think, "Oh, that frozen food distributor." And 
now, the head of that company had made his way out to our 
remote little convenience store and was handing me his 
business card. Just what was going on? 

The question swirled around my mind, and yet 
somehow, I felt I already knew the answer to it. Sayu 
crawling into the back room was a strong indication. 

"I have a question I'd like to ask." 

President Ogiwara spoke with that businessman smile 
still spread across his face. 

"I'm looking for a girl named Ogiwara Sayu, she works 
here, doesn't she?" 

There it is, I sighed to myself internally. 

I'd thought it strange that so many months had passed 
with a high school girl running away from home and no 
police search had come around, but it seemed they'd been 
looking for her after all. 

Regardless, it had nothing to do with me. I was most 
concerned with the discomfort of the detached atmosphere 
surrounding the man standing before me. 

"I've never heard that name before. Maybe you've got 
the wrong convenience store?" 

President Ogiwara's eyebrows jumped at my 


suggestion. 


“But when I had it investigated, the registration showed 
that she was employed here." 

"Maybe the investigation was wrong." 

“Where's your manager?" 

An expected question. Much to our fortune, the 
manager was off-duty today. Despite how troubling his 
mention of an "investigation" sounded, he missed his mark 
on the day to get a hold of the manager. He didn't seem too 
familiar with this sort of game. 

"He's off-duty today. If you have a message for him, I'd 
be glad to pass it along to him..." 

I spoke without changing my expression, and after a 
time staring into my eyes as if wanting to say something, he 
let out a forced sigh. 

"Is that right? Alright then, please tell him I'll come 
back another day." 

“Come as often as you like, you're not gonna find that 
girl here." 

"T'll check with the manager to make sure that's the 
case, thanks. Until then." 

The president's expression oozed with displeasure 
beneath his smile, and he gave a small bow before briskly 
making his way out of the store. 


",..Not even gonna buy something?" 


I muttered to myself quietly as I watched him leave. 

The luxury car took off the moment the man got in. So 
the reason he'd been parked out there so often and for so 
long was to make certain Sayu was actually working here. I 
found it hard to imagine that the president came to check 
each and every time, though. He probably sent a secretary 
or someone to scout us out while he was on the job. 

However, it came as a surprise to find out that he was 
related to our Sayu. He seemed quite young, but perhaps 
he was her father? If so, it must have been a complicated 
family in which she lived. 

With that thought in mind, I recalled the expression on 
his face. 

It was an expression that spoke of certainty in his 
success, even though he spoke humbly and politely. I hated 
that look the most about him. 

I wanted to make sure he failed at something, even if it 
meant he succeeded in all else in his life. I had a twisted 
outlook on life, and I was repulsed by seeing people like 
him—the "winners." 

"Oh, yeah..." 

I suddenly remembered Sayu, hiding in the office. I 


walked to the entrance of the store and stepped out of the 


automatic doors. After looking around to make sure the 
beamer had completely left, I headed back inside. 

I opened the office door and peeked within, to catch 
sight of Sayu curled up in the corner of the office. 

She looked completely frightened. 

"It's safe, you can come out now." 

"H-he's gone?" 

"Yeah." 

"O-okay..." 

I watched Sayu give a great sigh of obvious relief out of 
the corner of my eye as I headed back to the storefront. 

I still had a silent internal dread about what had 
occurred. 

If she'd already been tracked down and they knew her 
location, she didn't have much time left to run free. 

What's more, the guy that let her live with him... I 
didn't remember his name, the super-serious guy. He was 
probably not gonna get out of this without paying for it, 
either. 

I wondered how it'd turn out. 

I then quickly reminded myself that it was, in the end, 


none of my business. 


"Your bro?" 


"Yes, my older brother." 

Within the office, Asami and I talked in hushed tones. 

"Uh, you mean your bro's here now?" 

"Yeah..." 

"I-is he here looking for you, y'think?" 

"T...think so." 

I nodded, and Asami curled her hair around a finger 
while she hummed to herself in thought. 

"If your family's looking for you...it seems like maybe 
it's best for you to go home." 

She stopped there and glanced my way. 

",..But you still don't feel like going home, do you?" 

",..Yeah, not yet... I feel like, I dunno, I'm not ready or 
something." 

"Gotcha." 

Asami nodded and said no more. She then silently took 
my hand in a firm grasp. She felt so warm. 

With our silence, I could hear Mr. Yaguchi's voice, as 
well as my brother's, permeating the wall beside me. I 
couldn't tell what they were saying, though. 

My brother came looking for me after all. I knew he 
would. 

It probably wasn't a great idea to throw away my cell 


phone before. If he was worried to begin with, not being 


able to contact me at all must have made him worry even 
more. 

Be that as it may, I wouldn't have had the heart to 
resist my brother when he kept sending me messages 
telling me to come home back then. I didn't bear any 
grudges against him; however, the last thing I wanted was 
to go back to that home. 

The office door opened with a clank, and Mr. Yaguchi's 
face appeared in the opening. 

"It's safe, you can come out now." 

When Mr. Yaguchi said that with a smile, I felt 
strangely relieved. 

"H-he's gone?" 

"Yeah." 

"O-okay..." 

With the confirmation of his departure, I felt such relief 
that I thought I would collapse. A heavy sigh gusted forth 
from my lungs. 

Mr. Yaguchi took in my demeanor with an unreadable 
expression, then turned back to the storefront without a 
word. 

"Oh, I've gotta get back out there, too. Sorry, this could 
look like I was slacking off or something." 


A helpless laugh from Asami answered my apology. 


"What're ya apologizing to me for? I mean, it's dead 
today, what else can we do?" 

"S-sure, but still..." 

"It's fine. Go, go. I'm gonna cram till time's up. Leave 
me to it." 

She spoke while pointing to her open reference book. I 
felt regret for interrupting her. 

"Sorry to bother you." 

"S'all good, s'all good!" 

"... Thanks for being at my side." 

Asami simply gave a toothy grin, saying nothing in 
response. 

I left the office for the storefront. Though I knew my 
brother had gone, I couldn't help but look around in 
concern. 

"So...he's family, yeah? Your dad?" 

Mr. Yaguchi asked the question in a nonchalant tone. 
Thinking it wasn't right to avoid telling him anything after 
he saved me, I answered truthfully. 

"No...my older brother." 

“Your older brother, I seeee. I thought he might be too 
young to be a father." 

He nodded a number of times in _ seeming 


acknowledgement before a teasing expression came to his 


face. 

"He was pretty good-looking. Guess it runs in the 
family. Are your parents supermodels?" 

I turned my eyes away from Mr. Yaguchi, feeling 
embarrassed by his unabashed joking and playful tone. 

“Please don't tease me about it." 

Having said that, I felt there was one more thing I 
needed to add. 

“Um... Thanks for saving me back there." 

Both of his eyebrows raised, and he put on an 
expression of absent-mindedness. 

"Nah, I didn't really save ya or anything." 

“But you hid me in the back." 

"Well, sure, that was the result." 

A wry smile creeped over Mr. Yaguchi's face. 

"I just don't like those kinda guys much." 

"Those kind... What kind?" 

He groaned to himself for a moment to my question, 
then went on. 

"The kind that're powerful, and they think they can do 
whatever they want with people." 

With that, he gave a disarming smile. 

"I'm more the laissez-faire type. I think everyone should 


live their lives doing what makes them happy. That's why if 


someone comes in here, saying they wanna drag you home 
when you're not ready to go back, I won't help them." 

Mr. Yaguchi spoke with a rare showing of directness. 
His face then took on a slightly darker expression. 

"But that doesn't mean I can help you. Best I can do is 
play dumb." 

He side-eyed me with those words—the look lacked his 
usual aloof warmth. 

“He's serious about this. Adults are scary when they get 
serious." 

"... That's true." 

"It's just a matter of how much longer you can keep 
running." 

He went silent for a short moment, then showed me a 
goofy smile. 

"Oh well, that's not really my business." 

He slipped by me and patted me on the shoulder as he 
finished the conversation. He then went into the beverage 
storage room. I watched him go while my thoughts 
continued to swirl. 

A matter of how much longer I could keep running. 
Much as Mr. Yaguchi said, I pondered how little time I had 


left now that my brother had come here. 


At last, my time on the run, which I'd been dragging 
out for far too long, was finally coming to an end. Mr. 
Yoshida must have thought, much as I did, that J would get 
to choose when I would go back home. However, reality is 
never that simple. 

Of course, I'd been taking the weight of my situation 
too lightly. 

Though I might admonish myself, it was not that simple 
to sort out my feelings. I was unable to handle the fact that 
the end of my journey running away from home had come 
sooner than I'd thought. 

The air conditioner cooled my skin, and I felt 
goosebumps from the chilling sensation. 


It felt so much incredibly colder than it should. 
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